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From the Diary
January 10, 1889, london. I have a plan that side by
side with my law I will go right through a course of
English poetry. I have begun with Chaucer, and think I
shall write here my impressions of each. Of course I shall
not read everything or a man. Of Chaucer I have simply
re-read the Prologue and the Nonne Preestes Tale. He
leaves on me the impression of a charming man of the
world, a diplomat who occasionally thought of the
realities which lay beneath the surface-things with which
he was engaged. He is nearly all objective, and feels and
sees the beauty of nature and man wonderfully, but he
never strikes tne deep note of the really great men. It is
hard to make out whether to contemporaries he would
have had the strange childlike quaintness he has in our
eyes; the kind of unconscious jesting and playful
simplicity which is his most striking trait to the modern
reader. I can't pretend to grasp his metre, etc., enough to
judge his power that way, but certainly, especially in the
Prologue, he has too many halting lines: I mean that his
pauses are nearly always at the end of the line, which
makes his poem read like a series of isolated notes, quite
unconnected with each other.
January 31, london. At the Grosvenor Gallery this
morning before chambers and so intensely happy that I
could hardly contain myself. Such exuberant feelings of
delight sometimes pass over me in Art Galleries that I
realize what the Biblical " shouting for joy " means, and
would give anything to be able to relieve myself in that
fashion. It made me feel that I could never be a lawyer
and that somehow art and letters and an imaginative life
of some kind must be my life. I will if I can buy a picture
every year and gradually form a gallery,
July 6, bonn. Went to a tyttip which interested me
very much. It was probably a much quieter affair than
most, being wi$$cn$chaftUck and a sort of Essay Society.
A few speeches introductory, ajntd so on, and then the

